sprang to life—a tenderness, a fear, a secret, hidden,
wasted love.
" Me, ill ? Nonsense, Gulrapp ! "
"Well, that's all right then/' said Gulrapp, hiding
her feeling away again, and controlling her tone of voice
and the passionate entreaty of her outstretched hand.
" Your mixtum compositum stinks like the pest. 1$
I were you, Fd get Rainer to give you some medicine."
" Oh, no ! I wouldn't like to ask Rainer for anything
like that. That would be ridiculous," said Fraulein
Willfuer, taking the saucepan, which was still steaming,
and trying to drink.
" What does it taste like ? " asked Gulrapp, ironic-
ally.
It tasted vile. It had such an appalling taste that, fot
one second, Helene Willfuer was almost prepared to let
things take their natural course rather than swallow this
concoction. But then she put this impossible, unthink-
able idea from her, pulled herself together and began
to drink. By degrees she gulped down the whole of the
brownish-red liquid. Her face was covered with per-
spiration, though at the same time her temples were icy
cold. For a while* afterwards, she sat still on the edge
of the bed, concentrating on the scent of the flower-
pots in front of the window, which her sharpened senses
were able to perceive through all the medicinal odours,
and abandoned herself to a feeling of hope for the
results of her medicine. Half an hour later she went out
and was violently sick. She came back, very pale and
exhausted, washed her hands and face in cold water and
then carefiilly cleaned out the Grasmiicke's old saucepan.
The widow, on her part, had also lit a lamp and was
thinking things over. The smell of cinnamon and bitter
almonds pervaded the whole house. It had drifted down
the ghostly staircase and filtered through the cracks of
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